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	1. Chapter 1

**_I feel I might regret posting this so quickly, because I haven't been so good at completing my stories. We'll see how the reviews go on this._**

**_Cheers peeps :)_**

* * *

><p>"<em>It's always going to be this way, isn't it?" Her voice shakes as she tries to suppress her emotions. "Something will always happen that will separate us."<em>

"_Maybe, but we always figure out a way back to each other," he replies holding her tightly against him. "I promise you this time will be no different."_

_His good hand cradles her head to his chest while his fingers tangle in her hair, and all she wants to do is hold on to this moment forever. "You will forget me, like you did all those years ago," he reminds her, "I just hope you'll always hear this wherever you are, whatever you're doing, even if you have no clue where it comes from," he tells her bringing his lips closer to her ear. "I love you," he whispers in it before pulling away from her completely and disappearing._

* * *

><p>Life is what happens to you while you're busy making other plans. No one knows that better than she.<p>

Emma Swan.

Orphan.

Mother.

Bails bond person.

The first time she lays eyes on him, she knows there's something. She feels it in her gut. It stirs deep inside of her.

It's on an April evening that her life tilts on its axis, and she instinctively knows nothing will ever be the same for her.

And it's not because he's tackled her to the ground like she's some rugby player trying to breach the line of defense. And it's not because of how handsome he is, or because his eyes are so striking that they seem to jolt her out of a state of daze that she has existed in since tragedy struck.

And it's not because of his accent.

It's the way he looks at her for a moment, like there's recognition in his eyes, like maybe his heart is thumping so fast, that it's skipping beats here and there like hers is when her eyes see him for the first time.

The moment is fleeting. And she thinks she is perhaps having a déjà vu seeing him handcuffed to the table. But as fast as her senses were overtaken and overwhelmed, that instant is just gone and she can't get it back. It's like a memory from long ago that's teetering on the edge of her mind, but that's now so faded and frayed that it's impossible to recall.

Maybe it's the rush of adrenaline that made her feel that way, like she was seeing things that are not there.

She is settled across from him, and cuffed to the table just like he is, and she studies him quietly from under her eyelashes. He is untamed dark hair, a scruff that frames his jaw and cheeks, and blue eyes that remind her of the early morning sky because of the way the precinct's neon light is reflecting into them.

"I'm allowed a phone call," she tells the officer.

"You're not under arrest," the man in uniform replies.

"Then why am I cuffed?" she asks.

"Protocol," officer Jackson retorts with some impatience. They know each other, they have a difficult and contemptuous relationship if that's even the word for it, and she can tell he is more than enjoying this.

"Oh! So protocol dictates that a person that's not under arrest be cuffed to the same table as a criminal?" she pulls at her wrist. It's a situation that hits too close to home, reminding her of long ago.

"I'm not a criminal," the man sitting across from her says with a bored voice. His index finger is tracing an unseen pattern on the table while his eyes are looking straight into hers, and it's a little unnerving, but he doesn't break contact. She feels scrutinized, under a microscope, so much so that she is convinced he will at any moment tell her the number of freckles that dust her nose, or how many eyelashes frame her eyes.

"See? Not a criminal," the officer gives her one last look before he leaves the interrogation room.

"Well, I still want my phone call!" she demands once more before the door is slammed closed. A headache is blooming behind her eyes. She is tired, and she hopes the sitter hasn't tried to get a hold of her.

The silence in the room is so deafening, it drives her nearly mad. When she looks away from the door, she sees the man stare at her before he slumps in his chair, and closes his eyes.

He looks as exhausted as she feels.

The clock above head is ticking away the minutes, and with each of them she's growing more anxious. She wonders how her evening was derailed so badly that she is in the police station, and she welcomes the arrival of the police chief with a sigh of relief.

"Emma, you're free to go," he tells her as he removes her cuff. "Be careful where you step next time." He's a nice man, the rational part of her brain knows that, but the irrational part wants to punch him square on the nose.

It's not like she _chose _where her skip was going to run.

She nods because if she opens her mouth, she might land herself in a jail cell instead with real perps, and spend the night there. She rubs her wrist slowly and watches as the police chief does the same with her companion of misfortune. "Mr. Jones, we need to speak privately," the police chief turns towards Emma and gives her a look that makes it clear she's very much dismissed. She leaves the interrogation room, but pauses by the large bay window and watched as Mr. Jones and the chief get engrossed in their conversation. He looks up at her, and stares for a moment before turning away.

She leaves.

* * *

><p>The second time she lays eyes on him, it's at the cemetery.<p>

And it's an unseasonably, bitterly cold day. The breeze has turned into wind that's whipping her hair around her face. It's her weekly visit there. She's not certain why she keeps coming so frequently. Old habits and all, she figures.

If she is being perfectly honest with herself, she would acknowledge that this has become the outlet for her pains and frustrations. This is the place she unloads her stress, her sadness, the loneliness that overwhelms her at times. There's really no one she can talk to anymore, but she knows she used to talk to him. She used to tell him everything, or he used to coax it out of her ever so gently. If she focuses hard enough, she can still hear his distant voice in her mind, a whispered "_I love you_." It's not much, but it brings her comfort.

A few feet from the grave she visits, she sees Mr. Jones, sitting on the grass, directly between two grave markers. It's the first time she ever sees him there. Or perhaps she's never noticed him before.

He looks lost in his thoughts, and she wants to approach him, but something stops her. So she does what she has been doing for months now. She sits down in front of the gravestone and runs her fingers on the letters "_beloved husband and father_," and starts talking about her week and the mundane, and when she's done, Mr. Jones is already gone.

She stands and walks over to where he was sitting. She probably shouldn't because she would be upset if she knew someone was invading her privacy, but curiosity gets the better of her.

One grave marker reads "_beloved wife and mother._"

The other one reads "_beloved daughter_."

Something inside of her breaks into a jagged piece, and sadness fills her once more.

As if she needs more clues to understand that life is unbelievably unfair.

* * *

><p>The third time she sees him, she doesn't really see him.<p>

She's back on the pier, chasing after the same skip that landed her cuffed in the interrogation room at the precinct when she trips over something and tumbles to the ground. It's when she gets back on her knees that she realizes that she didn't trip over something, but someone rather.

From the street lights, she can see the blood that's covering his face, and how swollen his left eye is. She checks for a pulse, and panics when she doesn't find one until she realizes that the man wears a prosthetic hand. She goes for the right wrist instead and finds what she's looking for. She wants to laugh in relief, but really, upon examining the face more closely, she wants to cry because she recognizes him.

Time slows down, and she feels as though she's having an out of body experience, like she is somehow hovering over herself and him, taking in the scene.

Her hand slowly reaches the side of his face. It's tentative at first before her palm is cradling his cheek, and her thumb is brushing against a scar she hadn't noticed that day she was sitting across from him.

When she reaches for her phone to call the cops, his hand lifts and stops her mid-air. "No police or hospital," he croaks out.

"You need help," she replies.

"Then help me," he asks her.

She helps him up, and he slumps against her. He is heavy, and in pain, but she manages to get him to her car and put the seat belt around him. He passes out while she's driving.

She brings him to her place. She hasn't got a clue why she did that, but it's the only place she is certain he will be safe until he can tell her what happened.

And she really shouldn't take him back to her home but something in her, she's not sure if it's her intuition, tells her it will all be alright.

She feels it's strange that in a city of millions, she keeps finding him.


	2. Chapter 2

Life happens to you when you're busy making other plans.

Killian Jones may have retrograde amnesia as the doctor explained to him, but he is fairly certain he had plans before the car accident took everything from him.

A patch of black ice on the highway on the drive between Boston and New York took his hand, his wife, his child that had yet to be born, and a lifetime of memories.

He has no pictures or personal belongings on the account of the fiery explosion that followed the accident.

He was told he was thrown out of the car. He thinks that if it's the case, then he was likely not wearing his seat belt.

It's a weird thought to have, but he had had a few of those lately.

It was a miracle he survived at all, the hospital staff marveled at him, while he stared at the blue blob of jello in the plastic bowl as he lay in an uncomfortable bed, in white scratchy sheets, in a sterile white room.

"You are incredibly lucky, Mr. Jones."

Kilian doubted that.

He woke up a blank slate, so much so that he might as well have died that night.

The nurse at the hospital told him his name was Killian Jones after he woke up panicked, with no recollections of his past. She told him they knew his name because of what the pieces of identifications he had on him said.

The thing is, Killian Jones is someone he doesn't know. It's just a name he goes by. The man he woke up is a shell of whomever he used to be. He has no family left to him. What little he had in the world became lost to him in the accident. He has no friends that he can remember, if he ever had any at all. He assumes they would already have come forward had they existed.

It has been more than six months after all.

Whatever hope he hung onto is pretty much obliterated.

And maybe it's better this way.

False hope in the state of mind he's in is the worst thing he could inflict upon himself.

If someone who meant anything to him, or if someone he ever meant anything to was to find him, then he would have been found already.

So he waits for nothing instead, and just exists.

He gets up every morning, heads out to the Starbucks across the street where the barista knows his order and his name. She spells it correctly now. She blushes when he hands her the bills, and blushes further when she hands him his coffee. She always bids him to have a fabulous day, emphasizing the _fabulous_, like it will make a difference to him, and he nods at her in thanks, before he heads to the nondescript flower shop that doubles as front for the New York Interpol office.

Because he's allegedly not just Killian Jones, but rather Agent Jones, which is even weirder. He's told it's a move he made after his naval career, which boggles his mind.

He has work colleagues that come out of nowhere, explaining to him that he was being relocated from Boston to New York before the accident.

And before Boston, there was London, or so they said.

These are just words to him, and nothing concrete.

These people, they say things that don't add up.

These people, they have stories about him, and they laugh as they tell them to him, but they sound false.

These people, they stand in front of him, but they might as well be faceless.

They call themselves colleagues and they have names, but they're complete strangers to him.

He cares very little for them, and keeps to himself. He doesn't mingle. He doesn't go out for drinks, or dinners, and he dumped the casserole one of the wives made straight into the garbage because he felt as though the walls were closing in on him.

So when the undercover assignment comes in, he takes it without hesitation. He talks his captain into letting him do this, and he doesn't look back. For the first time in months, he can just be. Running along the criminal element of New York is somewhat liberating. He doesn't have to pretend to be something or someone he doesn't remember, will likely never remember, someone he no longer is.

And it's probably better this way because if he remembers, then he'll remember loving someone enough to marry them, build a life with them, conceive a child with them. He doesn't think he is capable of handling a heartbreak that would be exponentially greater than the one that overwhelms him at times.

Having his memories back would be akin of a curse, one he is unwilling to live with.

His apartment is nothing much to look at.

The one that was set up for him had too much room, too much space, too much light, too much of everything. It was also a reminder of a future he would not have. Whatever plans he had are now gone. There was no need to pretend otherwise. Instead, he lives in an old battered building, with the occasional cockroach, and the mouse that lives in the stove he never uses.

If he's being perfectly honest, the whole place grosses him out, and no amount of having a cleaning lady come in twice a week will change that. But the place fits his current assignment perfectly, and he promises himself he will move as soon as that's done and over with. Maybe SoHo, or Chelsea. Maybe he can start living a little, try and create a new life instead of dragging the one he had behind him like his own cross to bear.

Maybe he can buy a small boat and dock it at the marina. He could take it out whenever he feels the need to clear his head.

The thought is fleeting. But it's nice to shed some of the burdens he's been carrying around even if it's for a minute or two.

Dropping off his takeout bag, he looks through his otherwise empty fridge for his last bottle of beer.

Grilled cheese it is, like every day since he finally emerged from the hospital. Tonight however, he chose the onion rings instead of the fries.

He finds comfort in the meal for some reason. He thinks that maybe it's something he really liked before the memory loss. Maybe it was a habit of his.

He takes a nice, healthy swig of beer from his bottle, and leans on the counter, staring at his prosthetic hand.

He was amazed at how quickly he learned to do things one handed. Sometimes, it even feels as though it's something he has been doing for a long time, like riding a bike, though he's pretty sure he's never gotten on one of those.

His physical therapist was impressed with his progress, tried to flirt a storm with him, which he was certain was against hospital rules. He stopped going.

Since waking up in the hospital, he'd felt a tightness in his chest, like it was pressing down against his heart, and suffocating him somehow.

But things, they changed a little since that night in April.

The first time he comes in contact with her, she's this blonde and red blur. She just unknowingly stepped into a situation that is about to escalate, and he tries to remove her from the equation as quickly as he possibly can, but she's running, and the end result is both of them hitting the ground, hard, before they are cuffed and put in separate squad cars on their way to the police station.

It was a preventive measure, for both their protection.

For some reason, since that night, the pressure he'd felt on his chest alleviated some, and his heart quickened under her gaze, as he openly studied her in return while he sat across from her in the interrogation room. He saw little flecks of gold reflected on her green eyes, and freckles on her nose.

And the way she had spoken to that officer made him smile internally. A tough as nails lass, he had thought to himself, full of fire.

He didn't think he had it in him to feel something, or admire someone.

He doesn't speak to her other than put her mind at ease that he is not some criminal. Speaking to her means that he might feel better, or even worse, he might start caring, and become invested in someone's life.

He's a train wreck, and that's something he doesn't wish to inflict on anyone, including blonde lasses that can handle themselves just fine.

After she'd left the interrogation room, he looked up from where he was standing with Police Chief Maddox, and saw her staring at him. He stared back, because that's all he could do before being pulled back into the conversation.

He thinks of her often after that. He wonders about her, and hopes she's not getting herself in trouble. Police Chief Maddox mentioned in passing that Emma Swan is a bails bond person, a no nonsense woman, and that she is a single mother.

At least the last part explains some of the anxiety that was coming off her in waves whenever she looked up at the clock that was right above his head.

But this is all information that he really doesn't need since he will very likely never lay eyes on her again.

Except he does see her again, in one of the most unlikely of places.

The cemetery.

He is sitting on the hard ground, freezing his ass off, the bitterly cold wind stinging his face when he sees movement out of the corner of his eye, and when he turns his head slightly, he sees her, before he looks straight ahead once more. Her footfall becomes hesitant before she stops, and then resumes her walk. He hears the grass crunch under her when she sits, much the way he is sitting.

He has a good enough view of her that he sees her run her fingers on the grave marker, before putting down a pink Middlemist next to it.

And it's not like the name is rose, or daisy, or lily, flowers he would recognize. Instead, it's a flower saddled with a pretentious name. It's Middlemist, and he doesn't even know how he can recall something as trivial as the weird name of a flower, when he cannot remember what the woman he loved looked like, smelled like, felt like when he held her in his arms.

He can't even remember her name, other than what he's been told, but a flower? No, some rare flower? That' really not a problem!

He hates himself a little bit more.

She's still sitting there when he leaves. He thinks about approaching her, but that thought is about five seconds long, and she looks to be in some deep conversation with whomever is buried there.

He returns to the cemetery a few days later. This time, he brings flowers with him. He purchased them in the flower shop that hides his office when he's not out on the field, playing pretend.

He chuckles at that because his life _is_ a game of pretend.

He puts down the yellow daisies on the ground, and stands there for a few seconds. He doesn't even know what flowers this woman he was married to liked.

Maybe she even hated flowers.

Maybe she's cursing his name from where she is.

He doesn't want to linger anymore than necessary. Coming to the cemetery has been making him anxious, especially when he looks at the marker that bears the words "_Beloved Daughter_". He often wonders if they had picked a name for her.

Did they have a list? Did they veto each others' choices?

He looks over at where Emma Swan had been sitting the other day. The flower she left there looks to be holding its own against the elements, he sees, when he gets closer.

"_Beloved Husband, Beloved Father_"

She lost someone too, then, he realizes. His heart breaks a little for her. It also breaks for the child who wouldn't have their father to guide them in life.

He suddenly feels like an intruder in someone else's life.

He leaves, he doesn't think he'll come back here again.

These pilgrimages do him more harm than good. Maybe he'll be able to come back some day when he doesn't feel so lost, so guilty.

He takes a bite out of his grilled cheese and stuffs and onion ring in his mouth. He chews thoughtfully as he reads through one of his files, and adds some notes off on the side of one of the pages, some observations and quirks some of the people he's met while working undercover have.

His phone vibrates. He gets up from his battered couch, picks up his keys, and leaves.

He doesn't make it to his destination, however. He feels a sense of dread while he walks between the warehouses' darkened alleys. Even the moon is a mere crescent in the sky, and he can't exactly count on it to light his path further than the street lights can.

He knows he's in trouble before he gets jumped. He doesn't fight back. He lets them hit, and kick to their hearts' content.

He doesn't know if it's the rival gang, or if it's the people he's been running with who have made him. Or if it's perhaps just some random act of violence.

After his assailants have run off, he drags himself at the edge of one of the alley in his semi-conscious state, closer to the dim street lights.

If he can manage to drag himself some more, he'll be able to make it to his car, contact someone to come and get him. But he hears footsteps closing in, and he braces himself for someone who has come back to finish the job they had started. He pretends to be unconscious so that he may try and catch them unaware if they try to kill him.

Through his bruised left eye that's mostly closed, he sees blonde hair, and feels deft fingers touching him, looking for a pulse. When she reaches for her phone, he stops her. "No police or hospital."

"You need help," she replies.

"Then help me," he asks her.

She helps him up and he feels himself slump against her. He wishes he hadn't, but he is no longer in control of his own body. He tries to put one foot in front of the other, but she is the one doing most of the work as she dragging him through the street to her very yellow car.

He has no idea where it is that she is taking him, but somewhere deep inside him, something stirs, and he knows he can trust her. Maybe it's his instincts kicking in.

Before the fog of unconsciousness overtakes him, his last thought is how odd it is that in a city of millions, she somehow found him.

* * *

><p>Considering the lack of reviewsfollows, I'm guessing that this is hated. Thank you the two people that reviewed, and the handful that followed this. But I think I'll just fold on this one.


	3. Chapter 3

**_Storybrooke;_**

**_Eight months earlier_**

_"You know how the saying goes. When you wish upon a star, your dreams come true."_

_"I think that might be from Pinocchio."_

_"The stories are mostly true as you well know," Killian chuckles. "Though in my case, that Author went rogue and wrote fallacies."_

_"That is true," Emma laughs. "I told you before, Henry showed up at my doorstep after I made a wish. I know they come true. All the wishes I made throughout my life have all come true somehow."_

_"Maybe we can make one together," Killian follows the shooting star with his eyes as it races across the night sky._

_Emma nods and closes her eyes tightly._

_"What did you wish for?" she asks him after a few seconds, burrowing further into his chest as they both sit on the deck of the Jolly Roger. It's gotten very late, but this is their last night together, and they are both trying to make the most of it._

_"I wished for the curse to be stopped, and to never be parted from you," he whispers, hugging her tightly to him. _ _"And you?"_

_"I wished to always find you, no matter what," she replies._

_She also wished for the curse to never happen, but she knows that's a lost cause. They tried everything, and there is simply no stopping it._

_It's with heavy hearts that they get back to town in the early morning. They are crossing the street to Granny's to meet the rest of their family when they hear Leroy screaming that the curse is coming._

_Sure enough, at a distance, the purple clouds are moving slowly and begin to envelop the woods._

_There's no time to waste._

* * *

><p><strong><em>Storybrooke;<em>**

**_8 months ago minus 1 day (or the day after the curse)_**

_"Anything? Did you find him?" Snow asks David as he steps inside Granny's and collapses into the booth from exhaustion._

_"Nothing," he replies. "There's no trace of him anywhere."_

_He doesn't understand how Killian was standing there one moment, and gone once the dust had settled and the purple clouds had dissipated. He and Emma had embraced before she got in her car, and Killian had walked away and come to stand right next to him to watch Emma drive away. _

_And then he was just gone._

_And David is worried._

_Everyone is._

_Storybrooke is missing exactly three people. Emma and Henry, they know they are somewhere in the Land without Magic._

_Killian has for lack of better words vanished._

_"I have no idea what happened to him."_

_"What if he was taken back to the Enchanted Forest?" Snow turns to Regina who is sitting next to her._

_"That is simply not possible," the other woman replies her eyes focused on her hands. "If he was torn back to the Enchanted Forest, then there is no reason we would not have been as well. Besides, his ship is still here. The curse takes all possessions back. His ship hasn't moved an inch since they got back before the curse yesterday morning."_

_"Then where is he? Did he somehow leave with Emma and we didn't see him?"_

_It's a silly thought because he never got in the car._

_Emma had driven away, in the exact same manner she had 3 years before when Pan had enacted the dark curse, when they had all been taken back to the Enchanted Forest that time. They saw her drive away in her yellow bug, Henry sitting in the passenger seat next to her as the clouds came rolling in like a tsunami when the curse reached its peak strength._

_" __Did you look everywhere?"_

_"Of course," David nodded. "I searched their house from top to bottom, the Jolly Roger, the station, the Rabbit Hole and anywhere else I could think of. And no one has seen him. Leroy and the others have been canvassing the woods for hours."_

_"He'll turns up," Snow said hoping her tone is a reassuring one. "He always does. What do you think happened with the curse," she turns back to Regina. "I don't understand."_

_"All I can think of is that powerful magic counteracted it. That's the only reasonable explanation I can come up with. I haven't got a clue where magic that potent would come from."_

_"If he doesn't turn up then it means he's out there in the Land without Magic, with his memories completely wiped out."_

_That's what everyone is worried about. Storybrooke is sealed from the world like it was after it had been created by the first dark curse. No one can leave it unless they want their memories gone. Killian's case is particular because he hadn't come with the original curse. And he crossing into the Land without Magic was never a problem before. Now, however, given the change in some of the conditions, everyone around the table believes the worst may have indeed happened._

_"Maybe they _are _together."_

_"They wouldn't even remember each other."_

_"But Emma and Killian have a connection. Look at what happened since they met. Look at how far she went to get him back." The thought that they may be together gives Snow some hope._

_"You said Emma and Henry will eventually remember," David mentions for the millionth time, looking for some reassurance._

_"I know what I said, but it's something that will likely manifest in dreams, and who knows how long that will take. Emma is the worst when it comes to believing anything that's not based in the world she grew up in," Regina huffs in annoyance. "Look how long it took her to believe, how long it took her to embrace her magic, and everything that she is."_

_"She'll remember, then she'll come home," Snow says hopefully._

_"Or she'll remember and try to make her way to the Enchanted Forest to find her husband and us. That's what I would do if I were in her shoes, try and make my way home to my family," David reminds them. Emma is nothing if not determined, and the thought is unsettling. She would have magic there, she would be able to protect herself, and Henry, but he hates the thought nonetheless._

_This thing turned out to be an even bigger mess than expected._

_But curses always are. Even the ones that fail to work the way they're supposed to._

* * *

><p>If someone had told Emma that her Friday evening would be made of dragging a bloodied, battered, semi-conscious man to her apartment and give him shelter, she would have side eyed them, and told them to lay off the booze.<p>

Because Emma Swan doesn't take strangers, let alone possibly strange men into her home.

When she arrives to her building and parks her car, she is grateful the doorman is nowhere to be seen, not outside his post, or inside the lobby. The man tries to pry too much into her, and other peoples' business, and he not being there means that there are no questions to answer.

Not that she would be able to give any kind of explanation to this little side show she has going on.

It's not like she can tell him that her injured companion fell down a flight of stairs, or walked into a door considering the terrible state he is in.

"Please don't let anyone take this elevator. Please don't let anyone get in this elevator. Please don't let anyone get in this elevator," she repeats on a loop after the doors have closed behind them. She lives on the last floor, in a loft style apartment, and she's never been so nervous about the 20 floors that separate her from the safety of her home. "Please, please, please, please…"

She sighs with relief when she crosses the threshold of her apartment. The place looks like a tornado tore through it, and she wonders what happened before remembering that Henry had a couple of friends over because it's Friday night, and it's a weekly occurrence.

The sitter, Lexi, looks at her with wide eyes from where she's standing with dirty plates that she puts back down on the coffee table. She shakes herself out of whatever shock she's feeling in the moment, and rushes to help her out like this is no big deal at all.

"Why didn't Henry help you pick up after himself and his friends?" She asks all the while being thankful he's not standing there, gawking at her, and throwing a million questions her way.

Somehow the answer "I found him," will not be enough for him, and he'll make up some story about how this man is a fairytale character lost in the real world.

Because he's been doing that for the last few days. She's not at the stage where she should start worrying. Her son has always had a very fertile imagination judging by the stories he has taken to writing.

Maybe she has a Rowling, or Tolkien on her hands, which wouldn't be the worst thing to ever happen. So she just lets him have his fun.

"He was complaining about being tired, so I let him off the hook this time. I know he was faking though, because he wouldn't look me in the eye when he told me."

"The guest bedroom," Emma tells her, as she and Lexi maneuver towards it. She has never been so grateful for all the room she has to spare in this place.

It's a typical New York City loft with the high ceilings and exposed brick wall. The side of the of the apartment that overlooks Lafayette Street is all windows, from top to bottom, and side to side. It's her favorite place in the apartment, and provides sunlight and warmth galore during the day in spite of the tall buildings around.

The place is huge. It's bigger than anywhere she's ever lived in her entire life. It's spread out on two floors, with four bedrooms, walk-in closets that are big enough for her to have lived in when she was barely out of her teens homeless person.

This is stuff dreams are made of. Living like this means she made it.

Except that she has this place because she lost someone she loved, and then proceeded to forget. This place will never truly be home because her family doesn't feel whole. Deep down, she knows she would trade this life of comfort in a split second if it meant she'd be able to fill the gaping hole in her heart.

What she's missing is in the cold ground of Trinity Cemetery.

Her heart is battered, her emotions are all over the place.

She feels like the hamster on the wheel. She doesn't know how to stop her thoughts, because sometimes, they can negate everything that's good in her life.

It's depressing.

She knows the only reason she is even here is because she can't afford to be selfish, because before anything and everything else in her life, she is a mother, and that's her top priority. It's not just her, and it's not just her life every decision she makes affects.

Which is why she's questioning her rash decision to bring an injured man she doesn't know here. But it's too late for second thoughts.

"Get the covers, Lexi."

The sitter obliges. She pulls the covers off the bed, and then helps Emma lay the man on the bed.

"So I know you have like a weird ass job, and stuff," Lexi starts, "but, hmm, what's up with him?"

"How did everything go?" Emma changes the topic of conversation as she sits next to Jones on the bed, and proceeds to remove the leather jacket he's wearing. She goes for the pocket and pulls out a broken phone, and his wallet. She takes a quick peek inside.

His first name is Killian, she finds out.

She hears him moan, and she knows she shouldn't let him sleep in case he has a concussion, which who is she kidding anyway, she's certain he does judging by the cuts and bruises that mar his face.

It's just easier to let him while she tends to him.

"Usual stuff," Lexi replies. "I'm not 100% sure if Henry is asleep or not. When I checked in on him, he was reading with the flashlight under his blanket."

"Of course he was," Emma rolls her eyes. She unfastens the prosthetic with a practiced hand which surprises her, and puts it on the nightstand before she turns her attention to the plaid shirt that she starts to unbutton slowly. She sees a dark bruise has bloomed right under the left pectoral, but she doesn't think the ribs are broken when she feels around.

His breathing becomes suddenly uneven, ragged, and he grabs her hand with the one he has, and her instinct is to brush his hair away from his face, and whisper to him that he'll be fine.

He relaxes, and so does she.

"Do you like know him, or something?" Lexi inquires.

"How about I pay you for the night and you can be on your way home? I'm sure you can use a few extra hours to write a paper, or party with your friends. I mean it is Friday." Emma's tone is a dismissive one and leaves no room for more questions, or arguments.

Lexi is a nice girl, and she's generally great, especially where it matters the most to Emma, but she has no sense of privacy, or boundaries, and Emma went as far as to forbid her from taking selfies or pictures of any kind while she is under her roof.

"I'll be right back, Killian."

She feels weird, and a little self-conscious for a reason she can't really put her finger on.

He doesn't move, or reply anything back.

She pays Lexi, and makes her promise she'll keep her mouth shut. She makes up the story that Henry hasn't seen Killian in a long time, and she doesn't want him to find out in a way that will traumatize him, especially considering the state Killian is in. He will need time to recover.

She tells a lie that for some reason in the recesses of her mind doesn't really feel like it is a lie.

And it's unsettling how off kilter she suddenly feels, like the universe is at play somehow.

She squashes that thought quickly enough. Emma lives in the real world, and in _her_ world, there is no such thing as that. Her life has been filled with heartaches. The real joys of her life live under this roof, and she needs to protect that, even from a strange man she feels a surge of affection towards whenever she's thought of him.

Plus it's just plain weird.

Lexi promises she will not breathe a word of it.

She closes the door behind the girl, and leans on it with a heavy sigh. It's a little past midnight and she is exhausted.

She heads to her bedroom to wash and change. Her pullover is stained with blood here and there, and she throws it in the hamper before she sees her hands are much the same. She heads into the bathroom to wash up chancing a quick look in the mirror.

"Yup," she mutters to herself. The good night of sleep she was hoping for is pretty much out of the window.

She walks back into the master bedroom and puts something comfortable on.

She fills a container with warm soapy water, throws a washcloth in, and grabs the first aid kit from under the sink. She puts everything down on the kitchen counter, and searches her freezer for the embattled bag of frozen peas she keeps there for swollen knuckles, scrapes and bruises. She should really invest in something that's not a bag of vegetables, she thinks to herself, but she keeps forgetting to do that.

She checks in on her little bundle and before she goes back to her patient, she walks up to the second floor to make sure Henry is asleep, and will not barge in on her pretending he's just woken up, and bombard her with questions she can't even begin to answer.

He is thankfully snoring the night away, his book open beside him on the pillow, and the flashlight still on. She closes the book, removes it from the bed, and shuts off the dim light. She brushes a kiss on his forehead before she exits the bedroom, and closes the door softly behind her.

She heads back to the guest bedroom with everything in hand, and sits on the bed next to Killian who is awake and taking in his surroundings out of one eye.

"I'm just going to clean you up," she explains, and he merely nods at her.

"Thank you for your kindness and your assistance," he turns his head fully towards her with some effort and observes her as she squeezes the excess water and soap out of the washcloth, before she passes it slowly over his face, his neck, his hands.

"Don't mention it," she says in reply. She puts the bag of frozen peas on his left eye, though it's too late to prevent more swelling. He will have a nice black eye in the morning. "Is there anyone you want me to call for you?"

He shakes his head slowly. "No, just me," he tells her, "and I should probably get going," he adds after a pause.

"You should stay put. Whoever turned you into a punching bag this could come back and turn you into a pinata this time. I doubt you want that to happen."

"No, I don't. I somehow still value my life, but this is exactly why I should go."

"You're safe here," she argues. "This much I can promise you."

She feels the tension leaving his body, and he sags further into the pillow.

"Just tonight."

"Let's wait and see how you're doing tomorrow before making that decision."

"Why?"

"Well you took a beating, I don't think it's wise - "

"No," he interrupts her. "That's not what I meant. Why are you helping me?"

He is doing that thing where she feels naked and vulnerable under his gaze, the same way she did when she sat across from him back at the precinct.

"Honestly?" she asks him.

"I wouldn't ask anything less," he responds.

"I don't know. A voice in my head, I guess?"

He only nods and they stare at each other. Her lips twitch because the bag of peas is covering half his face, and his hair is sticking up like he's been in a wind tunnel, and he tried to button his shirt back, but he did it all wrong. He really shouldn't be on his own, she thinks.

"Okay, well I have some clothes that might fit you. I'll be right back."

She leaves him alone, and goes back into her bedroom. The bottom drawer of her dresser has a pair of flannel pants, a shirt, a couple of vests, and button downs all folded neatly. She's not even sure why she kept things that belonged to someone she can't remember, but she always veered towards sentimentality judging by some of the things she has accumulated throughout the years, and why should this be any different?

And maybe she did it on the off chance that her memory from the last 2-3 years would come back to her.

She grabs the clothes, and heads back to her guest. He managed to sit on the bed and remove his shoes..

"The bathroom is right through this door. There's a spare brand new toothbrush in the top drawer. I still think you need to see a doctor."

"I've survived being catapulted out of a vehicle that got wrapped around a tree. I can assure you a beating is not what will end me," he cracked a tentative smile at her. "Forgive my poor manners," he extends his hand to her, "I'm Killian. Killian Jones."

"I know," she extends her hand in return and he quirks an eyebrow at her.

"And my name is Emma. Emma Swan," she shakes his hand.

"I know," he replies with half a smile. "But it's nice to be introduced properly."


End file.
